pocket knife, a stick on which was wound a length of
soiled twine, a short piece of leather strap attached to
a rusty and apparently idle buckle,, and lastly a greasy ^
dog-eared notebook* He crammed the other things back
Into his pocket^ dropping the strap? which he stooped
and recovered; then he and the parson held a brief
whispered conversation. He opened the notebook and
fumbled at the leaves, fumbled at them until the parson
leaned over his shoulder and found the proper page
and laid his finger on It.

"How much Is it, reverend?" old Bayard asked
impatiently,

44Brudder Mo5 will now read out de amount/5 the
parson intoned. Brother Moore looked at the page with
his tranced gaze and mumbled something In a prac-
tically indistinguishable voice*

"What?" old Bayard demanded, cupping his ear.

"Make 9im talk out," Simon said, "Can't nobody tell
whut he sayinV

"Louder," the parson rumbled* with just a trace of
impatience,

"Sixty-sevum dollars en fawty cents/* Brother
Moore enunciated at last* Old Bayard slammed back
in his chair and swore for a long minute while Simon
watched him with covert anxiety. Then he rose and
tramped up the veranda and Into the house9 still swear-
ing. Simon sighed and relaxed- The deputation milled
again, and Brother Moore faded briskly into the rear
of it. The parson, however, still retained his former
attitude of fateful and Impressive profundity.

"What became of that money, Simon?" Miss Jenny
asked curiously, "You had it, didn't you?"

"Dat's whut dey claims/9 Simon answered.
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